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Probably like the colours in his pictures* It remains that we
could not eat it* At which Vincent laughed, saying: 'Tarascon!
The cap of pin Daudet/ On the wall he wrote in chalk:
Je suis Saint-Esprit.
Je suis sain d* esprit.
How long did we remain together? I could not say, having
totally forgotten* In spite of the rapidity with which the
catastrophe happened; in spite of the fever for working that
had got hold of me, all this time appears to me as a century*
In spite of what the public may think two men did tremendous
work there, useful to both of them; possibly to others. Certain
things bear fruit*
'Vincent, at the time of my arrival at Aries, was up to the
ears in the post-Impressionist School, and he was making a nice
mess of it, which made him suffer; not that this school, like
all schools, was bad, but because it did not correspond with
his nature, so little patient and so independent. With all
his yellows on violets, all this work with complementary
colours, a disorderly work on his part, he only arrived at soft,
incomplete and monotonous harmonics; the sound of the
bugle was lacking* I undertook the task of explaining things
to him which was easy for me, for I found rich and fruitful
ground* Like all original natures marked with the seal of
personality, Vincent had no fear of his neighbour and no
obstinacy* From that day my friend, Van Gogh, made astonish-
ing progress; he seemed to catch a glimpse of everything that
he had in him, and hence all that series of sunflowers on sun-
flowers in the brilliant sunshine* * * *
"It would be idle here to enter into details of technique*
This has been related in order to tell you that Van Gogh,
without losing an inch of his originality, found in me a fruitful
precept* And every day he was grateful to me for it. And this
is what he meant when he wrote to Monsieur Aurier that
he owed much to Paul Gauguin* When I arrived at Aries
Vincent was trying to find himself, whilst I, much older, was